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your finding no letters at Florence, that I have scarce
thought or talked of anything else but contrivances to
remedy that disaster. Your two letters have made me
quite easy, and I shall fall into our natural commerce
again.

Your letters, though I still maintain longer than I wish
you to write, contain everything I like to know except
the last article, but the uppermost in my thoughts, your
drinking whey from having been overheated by your journey.
I hope your next will be as minute on that article, and as
satisfactory as your account of Miss Agnes, which doubles
the pleasure the arrival of these letters has given me, and
of which I despaired. Should any feverishness remain I
beg you to have recourse to five grains of James's powder.
I rejoice that Mr. Berry continues so well.

After a deluge of letters for some days, I have not left
myself a tittle to tell you. Nay, doubting whether any
would reach you, but hoping that some at least would,
I have repeated three or four times every tittle I wanted
you to know.

Thank you a million of times for all your details about
yourselves! When even the apprehension of any danger
disquiets me so much, judge whether I do not interest
myself in every particular of your pleasures and amusements!
Florence was my delight, as it is yours; but, I don't know
how, I wish you did not like it quite so much! and, after
the gallery, how will any silver-penny of a gallery look ?
Indeed, for your Boboli, which I thought horrible even fifty
years ago, before sheyjherds had seen the star of taste in
the west, and glad tidings were proclaimed to their flocks,
I do think there is not an acre on the banks of the Thames
that should vail the bonnet to it.

Of Mr, Burke's book, if I have not yet told you my
opinion, I do now ; that it is one of the finest compositionss
